g*              The  Romantic
"Someone once said to me that marriage was the
only well-kept secret,"
"I myself/' said Cuthbcrt, "rarely think about
marriage. That no doubt comes from the fact that
I am married/'
"Does that mean that you think of me?"
"Of course I think of you/'
I mustn't spoil it by saying anything more, Lisa
thought, knowing that she was about to say some-
thing*
"But not as a wife?"
"Of course not, as my wife/*
"Isn't your wife a wife?"
"Certainly not, otherwise I should never have
married her/*
"That/1 saicl Lisa, "is the nicest thing anyone has
ever said to me/*
"It is nice of you to say so, darling, but after all
no one else has been your husband/*
Then he remembered Stanislas. It was difficult
to amend his sentence. Nor was it a sentence into
which Stanislas could comfortably have been in-
cluded. In common with many people, Cuthbert
never regarded the dead as people who had once
been alive.
He had felt a profound contempt for Stanislas
which, since he had rarely seen him, had never
quite reached a personal dislike, But since his